
SIXTY YEARS of WOMEN WE LOVE 


Angie Dickinson, esquire, 1966 



LORD ASQUITH 
ONCE SAID, 
“YOUTH WOULD BE 

AN IDEAL STATE 
IF IT CAME 

MUCH LATER 
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SixtietH'Anniversary Special 


Women We Love Sultry intellectuals, foreign sex kittens, cool older babes, 
groovy mall chicks, zaftig bombshells, and a slew of manly sports figures. From 
Dorothy Parker to Sarah Jessica Parker, from Margaret Dumont to Margaret Trudeau, 
we celebrate sixty years of the Women of Esquire and pay homage to the photogra¬ 
phers and illustrators who made them famous. Plus: our Woman of the Year. 66 
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Crossing by Sea 


























Anyj i m e , Any p l ac e , Any we ar . 



What to 


Put on for Takeoff 








































FLORIDA'S 

TURNPIKE 










Back for 
Seconds 




















Under the 
Little Top 
































EorafreebrodimeandtheNewBalancedealernearestyou,fflnanytime:l-'800i53rSHOI 















































Years from now, everyone will offer 
this much side-impact protection. 






















“These hair-trigger pistols 
once saved the owner of The Glenlivet' 
from a hand of cutthroats.” 



























Welcome to L. A.: Now Get Outta the Car 
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John’s losing 
his hair. 

His mission: 
get it back. 

ASAP! 

But how? 

Weaving? 

Not him. 

Transplant? 

Never. 

A hairpiece? 

Never, never. 

What John really wants 
is his own hair back. 

And now he’s learned, 
for male pattern 
baldness, 

Only Rogaine 
has been proven 
to regrow hair. 
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PEARL DROPS CLEANS 
BETTER THAN REMBRANDT 
FOR HALF THE PRICE. 











































































































JOHN SINGLETON 

thI IMPOSSIBLE 

Greenback 

I ° F THE 

Umn Assimilated 

DIIIUblack 

Artist 
















“WELCOME TO HEAVEN,” 

SINGLETON Ssra 

Poetic Justice, 

JANET JACKSON, 

with her flattened, pancakey, 

ggdNOSE. 

























LOOK CVCC 
IN HIS C, T CO, 

a sadness, a 


LONELINESS. 

They seemed to be 

PRAYING sliSf 

















Special Sixtieth-Anniversary Edition 
1933-1993 


Women We Love 

Esquire has always loved women, 
loved them best, loved them most, loved them 
unabashedly (some might say embarrassing¬ 
ly), loved them in ways healthy and not so. 

Of course, the magazine has paid attention 
to the national mood: Like our readers, we 
have responded over the 
years to the sea change in sexual politics 
and, amid the requisite anguish and intro¬ 
spection, learned how to behave like good 
boys and men. But since 1993 marks our 
sixtieth anniversary, it seemed that it would 
be a nice break to use our sixth annual 
Women We Love tribute to revisit in a spirit of 
innocent celebration the countless women 
we’ve loved before: from Barbara Stanwyck 
to Eartha Kitt to Anita Ekberg to Candice 
Bergen to Angie Dickinson (on this month’s 
cover in Ltank Bez’s risque 1966 photograph). 

Looking through our back issues, we were 






surprised anew at the treasure trove of 
photographs we found—gorgeous Hurrell 
glamour shots from the Thirties, Varga and 
Petty girls from the Lotties (not photos, but 
incredible simulations), almost lasciviously 
sumptuous Halsman and sleek Blumenfeld 
images from the Lifties, a voluptuous array of 
Sixties starletry captured by Bert Stem and 
others, a brief dip into Seventies kitsch, and 
then a more mature (if, sadly, less slavering) 
view of women in the Eighties and Nineties. 

We were so taken with these photographs 
that we asked some current women we 
love—actresses Halle Berry, Sarah Jessica 

Parker, Julianne Moore, Carey Lowell, 
Julia Louis-Dreyfus, Samantha Mathis, and 
Kelly Lynch—to stage tributes to the classic 
images and styles of Esquire’s past. We’ve 
also talked up the women we loved (and 
the women we didn’t) from each decade 
on,hr, 9 si 0 f Esquire’s existence, right up to the pres¬ 
ent, where we kiss off all those nattering naysayers and 
honor the controversial, role-shattering Hillary Rodham Clin- 

(and a few we don’t) 
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1990s 










i VA*t/*w. BY WALTER SHAPIRO 


WHOSE 
HILLARY 
IS SHE, 
ANYWAY? 
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“HILLARY BOTHERS ME” SAID A TEXAS REPUBLICAN. “HER FRIENDS ARE ALL 

MARXISTS.” A CLINTON ADVISER LAUGHED. “YEAH, SHE STUDIED MARXISM AT SAM WALTON’S KNEE.” 









Last Notes 

in the spring of tggi Frederick Exley called Esquire to say that he had just 
been diagnosed with inoperable lung cancer and that he probably had only six weeks 
to live. He was racing to finish a new book, his first fiction since completing the trilogy 
that began with A Fan’s Notes. Exley promised to send the magazine a few pages “as 
soon as l get the fucking French right.” As usual, Exley took his time, living and dying 
with his customary irony and courage as the six weeks became a year, and he finally 
died not of cancer but of a massive stroke in June igg2, before he’d had a chance to send 
the magazine those pages. W hen, months later, they finally arrived via his longtime 
book editor, Robert Loomis, it was gratifying to see that not only was this a compelling 
literary artifact but indeed Exley, true to his word, had gotten the French right. 



Fiction by Frederick Exley 







































COWBO YS 





































A NIGHT AT 
DENIM & 
DIAMONDS 

The faces of the new Old West 

appealing right now? Could be, 

just plain handsomer in a black 
Stetson. These portraits were 





















Ten Great Ideas for Fall from 
America’s Leading Designers 


The Deluxe Tux 






























The Oversize 
Sweater 


The Amish Aesthetic 
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